CONTRIBUTIONS   TO   PSYCHO-ANALYSIS
ably doing his homework, has become involved in such an un-
pleasant situation. It had to be so, for he was driven to it by the
pressure of the olcl anxiety-situation which he had never mastered.
His anxiety enhances the repetition-compulsion, and his need
for punishment ministers to the compulsion (now grown very
strong) to secure for himself actual punishment in order that the
anxiety may be allayed by a chastisement less severe than that
which the anxiety-situation causes him to anticipate. We are
quite familiar with the fact that children are naughty because
they wish to be punished, but it seems of the greatest importance
to find out what part anxiety plays in this craving for punishment
and what is the ideational content at the bottom of this urgent
anxiety.
I will now illustrate from another literary example the anxiety
which I have found connected with the earliest danger-situation
in a girl's development.
In an article entitled cThe Empty Space*, Karin Michaelis
gives an account of the development of her friend, the painter
Ruth Kjar. Ruth Kjar possessed remarkable artistic feeling,
which she employed especially in the arrangement of her house,
but she had no pronounced creative talent. Beautiful, rich and
independent, she spent a great part of her life travelling, and was
constantly leaving her house upon which she had expended so
much care and taste. She was subject at times to fits of deep
depression, which Karin Michaelis describes as follows: 'There
was only one dark spot in her life. In the midst of the happiness
which was natural to her, and seemed so untroubled, she would
suddenly be plunged into the deepest melancholy. A melancholy
that was suicidal. If she tried to account for this, she would say
something to this effect: "There is an empty space in me, which
I can never fill!" '
The time came when Ruth Kjar married, and she seemed
perfectly happy. But after a short time the fits of melancholy
recurred. In Karin Michaelis's words: 'The accursed empty
space was once more empty.3 I will let the writer speak for her-
self: 'Have I already told you that her home was a gallery of
modern art? Her husband's brother was one of the greatest
painters in the country, and his best pictures decorated the walls
of the room. But before Christmas this brother-in-law took
away one picture, which he had only lent to her. The picture
was sold. This left an empty space on the wall, which in some
inexplicable way seemed to coincide with the empty space within
her. She sank into a state of the most profound sadness. The
blank space on the wall caused her to forget her beautiful home,
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